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YOUNG COrraGeER. 
By the author of the 
DAIRYHANS DAUGHTER. 


PART 1, 

Wuen a serious Christian turns 
his atlentiou to the barren state of 
the wilderness through which he is 
traveliing, frequeatly must he heave 
a sigh tor the eiuas and sorrows of his 
felluw mortals. Tne renewed heart 
thirsts with holy desire, that the 
Paradisé, Which was lost through 
Adam, may be fully regained in 
Christ. Butthe overflowings of sin 
within and without, the contempt of 
sacred institutions, the carelessness 
of soul, the pride of unbelief, the 
eagerness of sensual appetite, the am- 
bition for worldly greatness, and the 
deep-rovted enmity of the carnal 
heart against Grod; these things are 
as * the fiery serpents, and scorpions, 
and drought,” which distress his soul, 
as he Journeys through * that great 
and terrible wilderness.” Sometimes, 


, like a solitary pilgrim, *‘ he weeps in 


secret places,” and “ rivers of waters 
run down hiseyes, because men keep 
not the law of God.” 

Occasionally he meets with a few 
fellow travellers, whose spirit is con- 
genial with his own, and with whom 
he can take ‘‘ sweet counsel together.” 
They comfort and strengthen each 
other by the way. Each can relate 
something of the mercies of his God, 
and how kindly he has dealt with 
them, as they travelled onwards.— 
The dreariness of the path is thus be- 
guiled, and now and then, for a while, 
a happy succession of divine consola- 
tions cheers their souls ; * the wilder- 


ness and the solitaty place is glad fot 
them ; the desert rejoices and blos- 
soms as the rose.” 

Bat éven at the very time when the 
Christian is taught to feel the peace 
of God which passeth all anderstand- 
ing, to trust that he is personally in- 
terested in the bléssings of salvation, 
and to believe that God will promote 
his own glory by glorifying the peni- 
tent sinner; yet sorrows will mingle 
with his comforts, and he will rejoice, 
not without trembling, when he re- 
flects on the state of other men.— 
The anxieties connected with earthly 
relations are all alive in his soul, and, 
through the operation of the Spirit of 
God, become sanctified principles and 
motives for action. As the husband 
and father ofa family, as the neig- 
bor of thé poor, the ignorant, the 
wicked, and the wretched; above 
all, as the spiritual overseer of the 
flock, if such be his holy calling, the 
heart which has been taught to feel 
for its own case, will abundaatly fee) 
for others. 

But when he attempts to devise 
means in order to stem the torrent of 
iniquity, to instract the ignorant, and 
to convert the sinner from the error 
of his way, he cannot help crying out 
‘ Who is sufficient for these things >” 
Unbelief pauses over the question, 
and trembles. But faith quickly re- 
vives the inquirer with the cheering 
assurance, that “ our sufficiency is of 
God,” and saith, “ Commit thy way 
unto the Lord, and he shall bring it 
to pass.” 

When he is thus affectionately en- 
gaged for the good of mankind, he 
will become seriously impressed with 
the necessity of early attentions to 





































































the young in particular. Many a- 
round him are grown grayheaded in 
sin, and give but little prospect of a- 
mendment. Many of the parents and 
heads of families are so eagerly 
busied in the profits, pleasures, and 
occupations of the world, that they 
heed not the warning voice of their in- 
structor. Many of their elder chil- 
dren are launching out into life, head- 
strong, unruly, ‘‘earthly, sensual, 
devilish ;” they likewise treat the 
wisdom of God as if it were foolish- 
ness. But, under these discourage- 
ments, We may often turn with hope 
to the very young, to the little ones 
of the flock, and endeavor to teach 
them to sing Hosannas to the Son of 
David, before their minds are wholly 
absorbed in the world and its allure- 
ments. We may trust that a bless- 
ing shall attend such labours, if un- 
dertaken in faith and simplicity, and 
that some at least of our youthful 
disciples, like Josiah, while they are 
yet young, may begin to seek after 
the God of their fathers. 

Such an employment, especially 
when blessed by any actual instances 
of real good produced, enlivens the 
tind with hope, and fills it with gra- 
titude. Weare thence led to trust 
that the next generation may become 
more fruitful unto God than the pre- 
sent, and the ehurch of Christ be re- 
plenished with many such as have 
been calledinto the vineyard “ early 
in the morning.” And should our en- 
deavours for a length of time ap- 
parently fail of suecess, yet we ought 
not to despair. Early impressions 
and convictions of conscience have 
sometimes iain dormant for years, 
and at last revived into gracious exis- 
tence and maturity. It was not said 
in vain, ‘‘ Train up a child in the way 
he should go, and when he is old he 
will not depart from it.’ 

Pious parents are not unfrequently 
tried to the very utmost by the evil 
dispositions and conduct of some of 
their children in earlier years :but 
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the promises of God ave abundant to 
those who trust him aright in faith 





and patience. ‘“‘ The promise is unto 
you, and to your children.” Hear it, 
ye praying fathers and mothers. 
“cast your burdens upon the Lord, 
and he shall sustain you.” 

What a gratifying occupation it is 
to an affectionate mind, even in a 
way of nature, to walk through the 
fields, and lead a little child by the 
hand, enjoying the infantine prattle, 
and striving toimprove the time by 
some kind word of instruction !— 
I wish that every Christian pilgrim 
in the way of grace, as he walks 
through the Lord’s pastures, would 
try to lead at least one little child by 
the hand; and perhaps while he is 
endeavouring to guide and preserve 
his young and feeble companion, the 
Lord will recompense him double for 
all his cares, by comforting his own 
heart in the attempt. The experi- 
ment is worth the trial. It is sup- 
ported bv this recollection: ‘“‘The 
Lord will come with strong hand, 
and his arm shall rule for him. Be- 
hold, his reward is with him, and his 
work before him. He shall feed his 
flock like a shepherd, he shall gather 
the lambs with his arms, and carry 
them in his bosom, and skall gently 
lead those that are with young.” | 

I shall plead no farther apology for 
introducing to the notice of my rea- 
ders afew particulars relative to @ 
young female Cottager, whose me- 
mory is particularly endeared to me, 
from the circumstance of her being, 
so faras Ican trace or discover, my 
first born spiritual child in the minis- 
try of the Gospel. She was certain- 
ly the first, of whose conversion to 
God under my own pastoral instruc- 
tion, Ican speak with precision and 
assurance. 

Every parent of a family knows 
that there isa very interesting emo- 
tion of heart connected with the birth 
of his first born child. Energies and 
affections to which the mind hes 
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hitherto been almost a stranger, be- 
cin to unfold themselves and expand 
into active existence, when he first is 
‘ailed asafather. But may not the 
spiritaal parent be allowed the pos- 
session and indulgence of a similar 
sensation in his connexion with the 
children whom the Lord gives him, 
as begotten throngh the ministry of 
the word of life? If the first born 
child in nature be received as a new 
and acceptable blessing ; how much 
more so the first born child in grace ! 
I claim this privilege ; and crave per- 
mission, in writing what follows, to 
erect a monumental record, sacred to 
the memory of a dear little child, 
who, I trust, will at the last day 
ptove my crown of rejoicing. 

Jane S was the daughter of 
poor parents, in the village where it 
pleased God first to cast my lot in 
the ministry. My acquaintance with 
her commenced when she was twelve 
years of age, by her weekly atten- 
dance at my house amongst a num- 
ber of children whom I invited and 
regularly instructed every Saturday 
afternoon. 

They used to read, repeat cate- 
chisms, psalms, hymns, and por- 
tions of Scripture. I accustomed 
them alsoto pass a kind of free con- 
versational examination, according to 
their age and ability, in those sub- 
jects by whichI hoped to see them 
made wise unto salvation. 

On the summer evenings I fre- 
quently used to assemble this little 
group out of doors in my garden, 
sitting under the shade of some trees, 
which protected us from the heat of 
the sun. From hence a_ scene ap- 
peared which rendered my occupa- 
tion the more interesting. For ad- 
joining the spot where we sat, and 
only separated from us by a fence, 
was the church yard, surrounded 
with beautiful prospects in every di- 
rection. 

here lay deposited the mortal re- 
miains of thousands, who from age to 





age, in their different generations, 
had been successively committed to 
the grave, “earth to earth, ashes to 
ashes, dust to dust.” Here the once 
famed ancestors of the rich, and the 
less known forefathers of the poor, 
lay mingling their dust together, and 
alike waiting the resurrection from 
the dead. 

I had not far to look for subjects of 
warning and exhortation suitable to 
my little flock of lambs that I was 
feeding. I could point to the heaving 
sods that marked the different graves, 
and separated them from each other, 
and tell my pupils, that, young as 
they were, none of them were too 
young to die; and that probably 
more than half of the bodies which 
were buried there, were those of little 
children. I hence took occasion to 
speak of the nature and value of a 
soul, and to ask them where they ex- 
pected their souls to go when they 
departed hence, and were no more 
seen on earth. 

Il told them who was ‘the resur- 


‘rection and the life,” and who alone 


could take away the sting of death — 
I used to remind them that the hour 
was “coming, in the which all that 
are in the graves shall hear his voice, 
and shallcomeforth; they that have 
done good unto the resurrrection of 
life; and they that have done evil unto 
the resurrection of damnation.” I of- 
ten availed myself of these opportuni- 
ties to cal] to their recollection the 
more recent deaths of their own reja- 
tives, that lay buried so near us.— 
Some had lost a parent, others a bro- 
ther or sister ; some perhaps had lost 
al] these, and were committed to the 
mercy of their neighbours, as father- 
less and motherless orphans. Such 
circumstances were occasionally usé 
ful to excite tender emotions, favoura- 
ble to serious impression. 

Sometimes, I sent the children to 
the various stones whieh stood st the 
head of the graves, and bid them 
learn the epitaphs inscribed upon 
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them. I took pleasure jn seeing the 
little ones thus dispersed in the 
church-yard, each committing to 
memory a few verses written in coin- 
memoration of the departed. They 
would soon accomplish the desired ob- 
ject, and eagerly return to me, am- 
bitious to repeat their task. 

Thus my church-yard became a 
kind of book of instruction, andevery 
grave-stone a leaf of edification for 
my young disciples. 

The church itself stood in the midst 
of the ground. It was a spacious 
antique structure. Within those 
very walls I first proclaimed the mes- 
sage of God to sinners. As these 
children surrounded me, I sometimes 
pointed to the church, spoke to them 
of the nature of public worship, the 
value of the Sabbath, the duty of re- 
gular attendance on its services, and 
urged their serious attention to the 
means of grace. I showed them the 
sad stajie of many countries, where 
neither Churches nor Bibles were 
known ; and the no less melancholy 
condition of multitudes at home, who 
sinfully neglect worship, and slight 
the Word of God. _ I thus tried to 
make them sensible of their own fa- 
vours and privileges. 

Neither was | at g loss for anather 
class of objects around me, from 
which I could draw useful instruction, 
for many of the beauties of created 
nature appeared in view. 

Eastward of us extended a large ri- 
ver or lake of sea-water, chiefly form- 
ed by the tide, and nearly enclosed 
by land. Beyond this wasa fine bay 
and road for ships, filled with vessels 
of every size, from the small sloop or 
cutter to the first rate man of war.— 
On the right hand of the haven rose 
a hill of peculiarly beautiful form and 
condsiderable height. Its verdure was 
very rich, and many hundred sheep 
grazed upon its sides and summit — 
From the opposite shore of the same 
water a large sloping extent of bank 
was diversified with fields, woods, 
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hedges and cottezges At ite extrem). 
ty stand, viqsato the edge of the se, 
itself, tha remains of the tower of an 
sncient church,. still preserved a2 a 
sea-mark. Far beyond the bay, a ve. 
ry distant shore was observable, and 
land beyond it ; trees, towns, and o. 
ther buildings, appeared, more espe. 
cially when gilded by the reflected 
rays of the sun. 

To the south-westward of the gar. 
den was another down covered also 
with flocks of sheep, and a portion of 
it fringed withtrees. Atthe foot of 
this hill lay the village, a part of 
which gradually ascended to the ris- 
ing ground on which the church 
stood. 7 

From the intermixture of houses 
with gardens, orchards and trees, it 
presented a very pleasing aspect.— 
Several fields adjoined the garden on 
the east and north, where a number 
of cattle were pasturing. My own 
little shrubberies and flower beds va- 
riegated the view, aad recompensed 
my toil inrearing them, as well by 
their beauty as their fragrance. 

Ilad the sweet Psalmist of Israe] 
satin this spot. he would have glori- 
fied Godthe Creator by descanting 
on these his handy works. I cannot 
write psalms, like David ; but I wish 
in my own poor way to praise the 
Lord for his goodness, and to show 
forth: his wonderful works to the chil- 
dren of men. But had David been 
also surrounde:l with a troop of young 
scholars in such a situation, he would 
once more have said,* Out of the 
mouths of babes and sucklings hast 
thou ordained strength.” 

I love to retrace these scenes—they 
are past, but the recollection is sweet. 

ITlove to retrace them—for they 
bring to my mind many former mer- 
cies, which ought not, for the Lord’s 
sake, to be forgotten. 


I Jove to retrace them—for they re- 
assure me that, in the course of that 
private ministerial occupation, God 
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was pleased to give me a valuable 
fruit of my labours. 

Little Jane used constantly to ap- 
pearon these weekly seasons of in- 
struction. I msde no very particu- 
lar observations concerning her du 
ring the tirst twelve menths or more 
after her commencement of atien- 
dance. Shewas not then remarka- 
bie for any peculiar attainment. On 
the whole, 1 used to think her rather 
more slow of apprehension than most 
of her companions. She usually re- 
peated her tasks correctly, but was 
seldom abie to make answers to ques- 
tions for which she was not previous- 
ly prepared with replies—a kind of 
extemporary examination in which 
some of the children excelled) Her 
countensnce was not engaging, her 
eye discovered no remarkable fiveli- 
ness. She read tolerably well, took 
pains, and improved in it. 

Mildness and quietness marked 
her general demeanour. Sha was 
very constant in her attendance on 
public worship atthe church, as weil 
as on my Saturday instruction at 
home. But, generally speaking, slie 
was little noticed. except for her re- 
gular and orderly conduct. Had I 
then been asked, of which of my 
young scholars I had formed the most 
favourable opinion, poor Jane might 
probubly have been omitted in the list. 

How little do we oftentimes know 
what God is doing in other people's 
hearts! What poor calculators and 
judges we frequently prove, till he o- 
pens oureyes! ‘His thoughts are 
not our thoughts; neither are our 
ways his ways.” 

Once indeed during the latter part 
of that year, I was struck with ber 
ready attentionto my wishes. I had, 
agreeably to the plan above mention- 
ed, sent her intothe church-yard to 
commit to memory an epitaph which 
Tadmired, On her return she told 
me, that, in addition to what I had 
desired, she had also learned another, 
which was inscribed on an adjoining 


stone; adding. that shethought it a 
very preity one. 

I thought so ton, and perhans my 
readers will he of the same orinion. 
Little Jane, though dead, yet shall 
speak While I transcribe the lines, 
I can powerfully imegine that 1 hear 
her voice repeating them. 


EPITAPH ON MRS. A. B. 


Forgive, blest shade, the tributary tear, 


That mourns thy exit from a world like 
this : 

Forgive the wish that would have kept thee 
here, 

And stay’d thy progress to the seats of 

bliss. 
No more confin’d to grov“4ing scenes of night, 

No more a tenant pent in mortal clay, 
Now should we rather hail thy glorious 

fligh', 

And trace thy journey to the realms of 

day. 

The above was her appointed task ; 
and the other, which she voluntarily 
learned and spoke of with pleasure, 
is this : 


EPITAPH ON MR B. 

On the Stone adjoining 
It must be so—Our father Adam’s fall, 
And disobedience, brought this lot on all. 
All die in him—But hopeless should we be, 
Blest Revelation ! were it not for thee. 


Hail, glorious Gospel! heavenly ight 
whereby 

We live with comfort, and with comfort 
die ; 

And view beyond this gloomy scene, the 
tomb, 


A life of endless happiness to come. 


I afterwards discovered that the 
sentiment expressed in the latter epi- 
taph had much affected her. But at 
the period of this little incident, I 
knew nothing of her mind. I had 
comparatively overlooked her. I 
have often been sorry for it since — 
Conscience seemed to rebuke me, 
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when I afterwards discovered what 
the Lord had been doing for her soul. 
i seemed to have neglected her ; yet 
it was not done designedly. She was 
unknown to us all; except that, es I 
sincefound owt, her regularity and 
abstinence from the sins and follies 
of her young equals in age and sta- 
tion brought upon her many taunts 
and jeers from others, which she 
bore very meekly. Butat that time, 
1 knew it not. 

I was young myself in the ministry, 
and younger in Christian experience. 
My parochial plans had not as yet as- 
sumed such a principle of practical 
order and inquiry, as to make me ac- 
quainted with the character and con- 
duct of each family and individual in 
my flock. 

i was then quite a learner, and had 
much to learn. 

And what am I now ?—A learner 
still: and if! have learned any thing, 
it is this, that I have every day more 
and more yet to learn. 
Ofthis I am certain; that my 
young scholar soon became my teach- 
er. I first saw what true religion 
eould accomplish, in witnessing her 
experience of it. The Lord once 
** called a little child unto him, and 
set him in the midst of his disciples,” 
as an emblem and an_ illustration 
of his doctrine. Bat the Lord did 
more in the ease of little Jane, He 
not only called ker, as a child, to 
show by a similitude, what conver- 
sion means ; but he also called her by 
his grace to bea vessel of mercy, and 
a living witnessofthat Almighty pew- 
er end love by which her own heart 
was turned to God. 

Jo be continued. 
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Pan-FRans MWagasine. 
Martins burgh April 18, 1816 
1Ve are always delighted at behold- 
ing youth adorned with piety.— 
43 it makes the man more noble, 
so docs 6 makethe woman snore 
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~ lovely. With pleasure do we give 

the following from the pen of a 

young female. £t was written in 

one of the northern States in the 

year 1812. 

Hiow many convincing proofs de 
we receive of the fading nature of 
earthly attainments and pos-essions: 
how often are we taught that we 
‘ have here no continuing city,” by 
the passing away of those objects 
which we have been accustomed to 
behold. flow forcibly are we tanght 
humility by the perishable texture of 
the glory and strength of man, who 
flourishes in the morning, and in the 
evening withers and decays. When 
we see the pit close its mouth upon 
his beauty, and excellency, and the 
“ worm feed sweetly on him,” we are 
led to utter feelingly the exclama- 
tion of scripture, ‘Lord, what is 
man, that thou takest account of him, 
or the Son of man, that thou visitest 
him .” 

I have just returned from the fune- 
ral obsequies of our Chief State Ma- 
gistrate, and the deep melancholy 
observable upon many countenances, 
the plaintive voice of our minister, 
speaking of the end of man, the 
heavy storm beating around us, and 
the loud conflict of the elements, 
seemed toheighten the gloom of the 
moment, and Jead the spirit to muse 
mourntully uponthe glory tht was 
departed. ‘The deceased had been a 
bearder in our neighbourhood for 
some time past, fer the benelit of 
a pure air, and the attendance of our 
physicians. 

Hopes were entertained that his 
malady would yield, and his family 
believed him in a state of recovery, 
till yesterday as we entered church 
for the second service, he expired, 
with no previous warning, without 
struggle or sigh. This morning, with 
much solemnity, the funeral service 
was performed, and a long proces- 
sion, notwithstanding the severity of 
the storm, attended their lamented 
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friend to his residence, distant about 
26 miles, that he might once more be 
seen by his family and neighbours, 
end then be laid in the tomb of his 
ancestors. 

As a man in high office, he has 
been a mark for the shafts of calum- 
ny, and a subject of misrepresenta- 
tion, but those who have had oppor- 
tunities of close observation, and are 
qualified to judge accurately, knew 
that Nature iad enriched him with 
her best gifts, both exterior and in- 
tellectual, and accounted him as a 
chief pillar in our state, and its watch- 
man in time of trouble. As a private 
character he had many sincere 
friends, and affection will long hang 
mournfully over what it has lost. 

‘‘ Cease ye from man, whose breath 

is in his nostrils: 

For wherein is he to be accounted 

of 2” : 


And art thou gone?—The darting 
meteors ray 

Glides not so swift as thou hast past 
away. 

Stern sickness look’d upon 
caught thy breath; 

And theust thee fainting, thro’ the 

ate of death. 

We trace thy mystic flight ;—in vain 
—in vain, 

Close wraptin clouds thou seek’st a 
viewiless plain, 

And never wilt theu stoop to meet 
our glance again. 

Thou lingerest now no 
more art mov'd 

To wipe the big tear from the eye 
belov'd ; 

No more art held by strong affec- 
tions’ force 

A moment from thine unattempted 
course ; 

No more the voice of mild applause 
shall cheer, 

Or hiss of Scandal wound thy patient 
ear, 

Pale Einvy’s darts fall harmless—for 
thou art not here. 


thee, 


more—no 


Who now with piercing eye, and 
courage cool, 

The doubtful interests of our state 
shall rule ? 

Who with strong helm, shall tempt 
the troubled tide, 

Direct our counsels, and our wan- 
derings guide ? 

The rude alarm, and mingled dia 


of war 

Come in wild echoes on the broken 
air, 

The rush of armies, wrathfal as 
the floed, 

And vision'd scenes of garments 


roll'd in blood, 

And yell of savage from the pur- 
pled plain, 

And shouts of warring men, and 
groans of slain, 

And shrieks o’er brothers lost, and 
speechless captives pain. 

Wild looks the sad eye o’er the 
prospect drear, 

Then turns to thee;—but ah, thou 
art not here! 

And we like orphan sons weep o’er 
a father’s bier. 

The friend of peace, the meek and 
letter'd sage, 

The patriot cover'd with the snows 
of age, 

Bend, deeply sorrowing, o'er thy 
stiffened clay, 

And sadly to their listning chil 
dren say 

A great man, and a prince has 
fall’n, alas! to day. 

KER BST 





Lines by Lydia Huntley. 





How sweet the task to rear the infant 
mind, 

Like some young plant just op’ning 
on the wind ; 

To guard its foliage from the tem- 
pest’s pow'r, 

And crush the worm whose fang des- 
troys the flow’r ; 
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To teach its by 
beam, 

To pluck the wséds \ sch drink its 
Vital stream, 

And Sently raise abave the eavious 
gloom, . 

The bending promise of a future 
bloom, 

Sweet is the task—though ardent is 
the toil, 

T'o give it standing in a firmer soil, 

And teach its d:voping head alike to 
try, 

The vertic sunshine or inclement shy. 

Be thine the taek—for who like thee 
can mould, | 

By bright example, not by precept 
cold, 

Ah who like thee can teach the sof. 
ten’d heart 

To scorn the mazes of destructive art, 

To shun the errors and the pride of 
youth 

And love the way of innocence and 
truth. 

And may just heaven the anxious toil 
regard 

And crown the service with a full re- 
ward, 

That silent praise which fame is poor 
to pay, 

Aud mortal arts can never take away. 

ieneath these starry skies extended 
round, 

No perfect bliss or lasting joy is 
tound, 

Fach transient hope must take its ai- 
ry flight, 

Bach ray of sunshine vanish into 
night . 

Yet in the mind with conscious virtue 
blest 

Resides a joy which fades net like 
the rest, 

This when the darkest waves of sor- 
row roll, 

Sheds a calm lustre o’er the suffring 
soul, 

‘This smooths the brow of care, the 
rage of strife, 

This lifts above the little ills of life, 
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Piants its firm anchor on a troubled 
shore 

And points to that where pain shal} 

. be no more. 

May this unsullied peace be ever thine, 

Sill round thy fuvisleps may its ras 
diance shine. 

Sill in thy heart its saered influence 
glow, 

No purer toy that heart can find be. 
low. 


SIE LISLE LR LIL EL a FLA LN DS A LLL 
From * Addison's Select Th oughts.” 

Few take care to live well, bdt 
many to live long, theugh it is in 
every-body’s power todo the former, 
but in 60 man’s power to do the lat- 
ter. 

Slanderers are Jike flies; they piss 
over the good parts of # man, and in. 
dulge in his sores 

‘Fhose who are of opinion that 
money will do every thing, may rea- 
sonably be supposed to do every 
thing for money. 

A liar is a coward to man, and a 
bravo to his God. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 











Tuose of our subscribers who will 
procure and forward to us the names 
of two other respuasible subscribers, 
shall be allowed a discount of fifty 
cents, on their own subscription to the 
Maxazine, for the first year. 

Those who have already paid their 
subscription, for the first year, will 
on doing as above, be credited fifty 
cents of what they have paid, on the 
subscription for the second year. 
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